Phis is written in flic dark days, when there is evil in the

!air. No one knows which way (o turner what to work
for. It is of no use to seek out the wilderness. There will
always be an aeropkneoverhcad/f he mental and spiritual
horizon has come as nat to our eyes as on an evening of thick
fag or mist. Its only lamps are the shuttered lights in our own
houses, It is an evening in a backyard, near to an arterial road-
Lorries and motors pass noisily, Near by there is a road drill,
hooded for the night; and the voice of the announcer tells ill news.
It is only by spiritual or imaginative increase that the world
am be saved. Religion cannot do if. No priest can halt this
speeding up of time. For the tempo has changed. The winds
blow at: hurricane. There are icc cold heat and great frosts of
fire, All things are altering. Nothing can last; or is .secure from
destruction, Only the human head and heart, the brain and the
bloodstream can survive in this tempest. They die more easily
than trees or flowers, bur knowledge and feeling do not linger
in dead bones* It is the human head and the human heart that
are exiled now, and must build for themselves pavilions or
tabernacles in the new world of to-morrow. For knowledge can
be taught, while feeling h bred in the heart and docs not die with
death. Both things are immortal War or tyranny but force
them into flower.

Heaven or Hell are no longer in the sky or underneath the
earth. If they have any truth whatever it is upon earth* to be
bought; or sold with money. Like all other truths they have lost
their meaning, and only with painful experience can it be learned
again Iw our1** is the day of disillusionment It is not a day of
wrath so much as a day of disappointment, If catastrophe does
not comet then the homon will be empty of all gods and devils.
The age of greatest emptiness will dawn, k is tinder the shadows
of tragedy or bathos that we live our lives, There Is no choke
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